
zA pleafant Qomedy y of 

F^.Weil fcnd to Falfiaffe^ and ifhe come thither, 
Twill make vs fmile and laugh one month together. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Hofi and Simple. 

Ho. What would thou haueboorc,what thick-skin ? 
Speake,brcathc,difcuffe,{horr,quick,briefe,fnap. 

S/';w.SirJ am fent from my M.to fir Iohri Falftajfe. 

Hofi.Si r Iohn i there’s his Cattle, his ftanding-bed, 
his trundle-bed, his Chamber is painted about with 
the ftory of the prodigall, frefh and new, goc knocke, 
hec'I fpeake like an Antripophigianto thee : 

Knocke I fay. 

Sim. Sir I fhould fpeake with an old woman that 
went vp into his Chamber. 

Hofi. An old woman.the Knight may be robbed, He 
call bully Knight.bully fir Iohn.Spea.kc from thy lungs 
military : it is thine h oft, thy Ephefian calles. 

Fol. Now mine hofi. hejpeakes ahotte. 

Hofi. Mete is a Bohemian tartar bully, tarries the 
comming downe of the fat woman : Let her defeend 
bully,let her defeend, my chambers are honourable, 
pah priuafie,fie. 

Fal. Indeed mine Hoft there was a fat woman'with 
me,but(heisgone. 

Enter Sir John. 

Sim.Vt&y fir, was it not the wife woman of Brain- 
jord ? 

F4/.Marry was it Muffelflael,what would you. ? 

Swtf.Marry fir my Matter Slender fent me to her. 
To know whether ope Nym that hath his chaine, 
Coufened him of it, or no. v 
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the merry Wiues of Wind [or* 

Fall talked with the woman about it. 

Sim. And I pray you fir what fes Che ? 

Fal. Marry fhe festhe very fame man 
That beguiled Matter Slender of his chaine, 

Coufened him of it. 

Sim. May I be bold to tell my Matter fo fir ? 

Fall Tike, who morebolde. 

Sim. I thanke you fir, I fhall make my matter a glad 
man at thefe tydings.God be with you fir. Exit. 

Hofi. Thou art darkly fir Iohn y thou art darkly, 

VV as there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fal. Marry was there mine hoft, one that taught 
me more wit then 1 learned this feuen year, and I paid 
nothing for it, but was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bar dolfie. 

Bar. O Lord fir,couiena$e,plaine coufenagc. 

Hofi.Why man, where be my horfes ? 

Where be the Gcrmanes ? 

Bar .Rid away with your horfes : 

After I came beyond Maiden-head, 

They flung me in a flow of myre,and away they ran. 

Enter Doff or. 

Doff . Where be my Hoftde gartir ? 

Hofi . O here fir in perplexity. 

Doff. I cannot tell vadbedad, 

But be-gar I will tell you van ting, 

Dear be a Germane Duke come to de Court, 

Has cofened all the Hofts of Brainford 3 
And Redding : be-gar I tell you fbr good will, 

Ha, ha, mine Hofl,am I euen met you } Exit. 

Enter 


